ACT ONE

scene: The library of Professor Leeds9 home in a small univer-
sity town in New England. This room is at the front part
of his house with windows opening on the strip of lawn be-
tween the house and the quiet residential street. It is a
small room with a low ceiling. The furniture has been
selected with a love for old New England pieces. The walls
are lined almost to the ceiling with glassed-in bookshelves.
These are packed with books, principally editions, many 0}
them old and rare, of the ancient classics in the original
Greek and Latin, of the later classics in French and German
and Italian, of all the English authors who wrote whih
s was still like an i and a few since then, the most modern
probably being Thackeray. The atmosphere of the room is
that of a cosy, cultured retreat, sedulously built as a sanc-
tuary where, secure with the culture of the past at his back,
a fugitive from reality can view the present safely from a
distance, as a superior with condescending disdain, pity, and
even amusement.

There is a fair-sized table, a heavy arm-chair, a
rocker, and an old bench made comfortable with cushions.
The table, with the Professor's arm-chair at its left, is
arranged toward the left of the room, the rocker is at centre,
the bench at right.

There is one entrance, a door in the right wall, rear.

It ts late afternoon of a day in August. Sunshine,
cooled and dimmed in the shade of trees, fills the room with
a soothing light.

The sound of a maid's voice - a middle-aged woman -
explaining familiarly but respectfully from the right, and
Marsden enters. He is a tall thin man of thirty-five,
II